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“HE THAT WORKS
SUCCESSFULLY.”

EASILY, WORKS
CLEAN HOUSE WITH

SAPCLIO

= FARMERS!—=

AKE NOTICE

When you want GOOD FLOUR take your grain to
» OLD SHENKLE MILL in Ebensburg, T

FULL ROLLER PROCESS

for the manufaeture of Flour has Leen put in the OIld
Shenkle Grist Mill in Ebensburg and

FIRST CLASS WORK.

Bring in your grain and g
srain in ground separately

\

Each man’s
get the Flour of your
If farmers wish to exchange grain for Flour

'I'!au Mill is running every day with the

D. LUDWIG,

PROPRIETOR.
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WINGS.

Wings that Butter In sunny air:

Wings that dive snd dip and dare;

Wings of slie humming bird flashing by:
Wings of the lark In the purple sky;
Wings of the sugle uloft, aloof;

Wings of the plgeon upon the roof;

Wing of the storm bird swift and free
With wild wiluds sweeping across Lthe sea—
(Mien and often o voice in me sings—

), for the freedom. the freedoin of wingsl!

(), to winnow Lhe air with wings'

). o float far above hurtful things!

IMings wist weary and wear and fret—

Deep in the nzure to lly aund forget

I'o toueh in a moment the mountaln’s crest,
Or haste to the vailey for home and rest,

' rock with the pine tree as wild birds may,
To follow the sallor a summer’'s day,

weér and over o volee in me sings—
13, for the freedom, the freeddm of wings!

Softly r.-‘ln.-nglvu a volee in me sings—

freedom of wings.

=oan as the ylass o second ean count

nto the beavens thy heart may mount,

ll-ri-c may fiy to the topmost peak,

uet Iis nest in the vale may sock;

itspetiding thie sailor Falth's pinions may

l'ouch the ends of the garth in a summner's day.

Solly rezponsive @ voice in moe sings—

I'sou bast the freedom. the frecdom of wings!
Mary F. Butts, in \uuth s tummuluu

I'hon hast the freedom, the

IN GOLD TIME.

BY KOBERTA LITTLEHALE

He was straight, and grizzled,

keen of eye. He hind

fought, and gambled his way through
the lnwlessness and passion
stute’s early lifeinto the degency and up-
rightuess of a successful contractor.

His nume was Bill Bowen.

As a civil engineer, | came more or
less in contact with him, and rejoiced
in the larpeness of his mental mold, as
well ns in the husiness sense of security

he let me enjoy.

One summer's night we took a drive
to a distant town on the San Joaguin
river. We were to look st stone for a
bridee building, and the blistering heat
of the day made us willing to lose our
sleep for the more comfortable travel-

ing by starlight.

The horses jogged lazily throogh the
conrse, thick dust on the river's leves,
+ndd the insects from the grain fields

ud the frogs from the sloughs had
things wholly to themselves until Bill

suddenly interrupted:

“Mrs. Chase is pretiy enough yvet to
understand why she sent two fellows to

the devil, isn't she !

“What ure you talking about?" 1 an-

swered.

“Oh,” said Bill, pulling himself up, *1
forgot vou didu't strugglie with the rest
of us through those groggy days,”

1 knew Bill well enough to let him re-
I pse just somany minutes;

fadpre Chase’s wife is lovelier al saxty

han most Firds at sixteen, but [ hadn't
gy ilea she figured so romantically in

ez red.™

=1, replied Bill, reflectively.
I'he horses traveled on

'

tent

*Yyou know what it was like,”
e 4t last.,  “Men with gans from @
wer the union and gold the

eativd for. P'rayers, and court,
the rambling tables all running under
one rool, and pary awoman’'s face
ng upan the mass lo@ive us courage

siure. there woere  vixenish
<atan who robbed, and
sk withh the worst ol

sl owed never the woman 1or reve e ncs

Fhien, by degrees, the

tray mwerchant or two
famlies, but things wasn't
pretty Girace Blanchard got

wer father.

“I'nderstandd, she ecarried
she'dl ought to; but, understand,

WIS TN AInOonNg Uus BAS WwWis

iredd 10 live with blood.

s sl to take out our

looking at her; but for two the
i old Blanchard's eyes was casy read-
ing, and it wasn't long

course the straw took.

Ned Emory was a long,

How, with & blamed

a  way that made friemls
tougrhest, They said
" swell when he  called
tanchard’s, but [ never

it like the rest of us—red-shirted and
veralled, and an angle to his pistol

that muade him a joy.

“Licorge  Stokes—'Shorty,”

Wik A oman with an answer thnt

pped like a keafe omd

mside suceess of t‘\l'l'_\'lhlllL’

mild work crooked as well as straight

of heesnn on the bench,

v vein al Mariposa, amd was overseeing
ip there in "52,  Naturally,
wirtuniities, not being right on the spot,

indd the danger begran
“The il

barger than most of the cabins, and had
two long windows that uin'lu-d onto a
porch. Things might never have been

' tdf burt for those two lidless eyies

p.
n front

“Oime fatal night Shorty Stokes rode
into the settlement—but 1 am getting

Ll of affairs

1381 toscesd his ecirar into the tules,
into effort as
he interest of his reminiscence swept

nd hurried the horses

el .

“T'he girl carried herself after
i=shion of higsh steppers, and neither
elloow could swear w hiere
wad lnughter und spirit
them, they said, and nip and tuck for
the yvielding, The pace was the sort
that exhausts men, and Shorty’s brain
for lawyvering cooked up a scheme for

his rescue. He was for their going to-
gt her some night before her, and, after
a formal marriage proposal, each argue
hi= ¢laim and fitness for ten minutes
by the clock, their honor at stake to

stand by her decision.

“It got about afterwards that Emory
wouldn™t consent until
devil to pay in Shorty's earnestness,
zud they swore with their fists in each
other's to carry the thing through to
the finish. The date and hour were
arranged for the following
night at eight, and they

with gall in the cup.

“When the evening came the clock
had already struck eight when Stokes
reached the Rlanchard house.

“The lights from the room fell over
the porch, and from the shadow of the
steps he saw the something that i
the world he couldn't bear to see—Emn-
ory crossing the room to take Grace
Blanchard in his arms;
passion paling his face and
Blanchard in the beauty of a disturb-

ing humility.

“He cursed as he watched them cling
to each other, and he cursed his way

e enrly days ns to send any body over-

porn, dnd L waited in paticnes

lawvers and

suti=faction i

bt he"d located

snchard house

drank te it

Emory with

back to the saloons and his Mariposa
mining.

“The next day he turned up again in
the settlement, with liguor enough
aboard to put a wheel in his head, and,
after a losing fling at the tables, he
started to find Emory.

“After a little ineffectual riding, he
leaped from the back of his vicious-eyed
piebald at the corner that bulged thick-
st with saloons. and stood close to the
stirrup with his hand on his hip. Some
one who noticed him said his face had
the steely intensity of & razor edge.

*“1'hen out of the crowd, unconscious,
with the music of love in his heart,
swnng Ned Emory. His hat was pushed
binck on his fair hair, and he was whist-
ling the overflow out of his veins,

“In one instant a bullet rang through
the air. followed by another. Emory
fell in his own blood, and a horseman
was riding off wildly and safe through
the shower of bullets that rained around
him. Every man with a cayuse tore in
pursuit, but they only brought back
eight half-dead horses. Stokes had
staked relay beasts at different points
along the road, and was then safe in the
chaparral canyons toward the north.

“The gambling dens choked up with
the crowds;: gold dust was heaped on
rold dust for the reward of the coward-
Iv hound’s eapture. Murders weren't
rare then, but there was only one Ned
Emory, remember

“Four of us wouldn't drop the search.
We let the blood-money men get out of
the way, and then we worked as we'd
toil for ulll_\' our own.

“There was scarcely no scent to fol-
low, for Stokes had bribed the greasers
who furnished his horses; but we
foreed our way along on nothing. Day
and night we rode with our eyes open,
sometimes bullying and sometimes beg-
ging, It began to seem hopeless. The
days were running into summer again,

“One afternoon, toward twilight, we
rested on the crest of a mountain where
the path took a sudden turn away from
a two-hundred-foot precipice.

“We were torn with the snapping
branches of the greasewood, and full
of extremest dirt and disgust. Sudden-
Iy we heard the rustle of a step on the
fallen leaves, Under a live ocak, not
thirty yards away, on the very edge of
the cliff, stood Shorty Stokes. He had
not heard us, and he stood looking at
the moon which hung a sickle in the hot
skyv. The evening star was showing.

“The four of us were like stones, He
could have got to Guinea before mo-
tion'd have come to us., Then, simul-
tuneonsly with our steps forward, he
turned and looked into our faces,

“It was a moment to test the nerve
of any man. He stood it as we were
used to seeing him face all things,

* I suppose I'm the man you're after,
he said.

“He said it with the digunity of a
parson.

“In u second he had thrown down his
pistols. He unsheathed his knives and
dropped them to the ground.

‘Take me,” he said.

“Four of us looked into the unflinch-
ing clearness of his eyes. As we hesi-
tated. he spoke again.

“‘Listen. It is not in excuse that |
speak, nor in weakening. It is to tell
you that those among you who are
wen will follow my steps under like
circumstances,

“*‘Emory gave me his hand and his
oath, in the manner of his frankness,
to stand by an arranged agreement,

**We were to meet at eight o'clock
on that Sunday night. A—a beautifully
pood woman was to decide on our ar-
gument which man she would marry.
In riding to meet my engagement |
huppened on an accident. Within half
a mile of the settlement, close onto
time, my picbald went back on  his
haunches and the groan of a man came
up from the roadside, [ found an over
loaded miner, hurt in the leg, and the
Lope in my own heart aroused my syin
pathy. I mounted the man on my beast
and headed him back toward camp.

““Walk as 1 never walk, 1 reached
the meeting place three minutes late,
Ali—God —out in the darkness | saw
Emory taking advantage of the delay.

“*None of you is so much a eur as to

let the life run in a man who, under his -

honor, couldn't yield a rival three min-
utes’ Frace,

**But, with the camp against me and
Emory the friend of the sorriest, 1
conldn’t face the music when the jus-
tice was done,

“*It is not merey I ask. It is life
hereafter. Come.”

**With a common impulse we started
forward, only to halt in a frozen horror
as Stokes” broncho threw up his head
in alarm to wateh with us the back-
ward somersaulting of his master's
body over the precipice.

“Though there was but one verdict,
even Chase said as we rode down over
the mountain that night: ‘Emory
might have given Shorty a few minutes’
grace." "—The Black Cat.

TO COOK VEGETABLES

Frirp Oxra.—Cut it lengthways, salt
and pepper it, roll it in flour, and fry
in plenty of lard or butter.

OgrA FriTreses —Boil the okra, and
cut in small pieces, make a batter as
for batter caker, put the okra in and
fry in plenty of lard.

BageD CorN.—Three pints of seraped
corn, one cup of eream, one tablespoon-
ful of butter, pepper and salt to taste.
Bake one hour; stir it occasionally.

Friep Cerervy.—Wash and ecut in
pieces several stalks of celery. Pat
two ounces of butter in a frying pan,
let heat; put in the celery and fry
brown; sprinkle with salt.

Conx FriTrrErs. —Cut the corn from
five or six ears of corn. Break one egg
in it and pepper and salt to sunit the
taste; mix; drop from a large spoon
into a frying pan with hot butter in it.
Fry on both sides to a rich brown.,

Friep CarBAGE.—One head of cab-
bage chopped fine; one cup of good
bacon. one pint of boiling water, one-
half teaspoonful of soda, two teaspoon-
fuls sugar, one-half pod of red pepper.
salt to taste. Fry in a skillet, stirring
occeasionally.

SuMoTHERED CABBAGE.—Cut two slices
of bacon and fry. Cut up a head of
cabbage fine and put it in the dish
where the meat was fried. Pour on a
very little water and season with pep-
per and salt. Cover it tight and let it
stand fifteen or twenty minutes —
Farm, Field and Fireside.

THE FATE OF JIBSON.

Heée Held Out Nobly, But Finally Jolnea
the Fush.

Jibson was the beau ideal of a gen-
tleman of the old school. Not that
Jibson was old. But he went in for
all that was conservative and proper,
stood wupon his dignity, dressed
quietly and gorrectly and always wore
a black cravat.

He had made up his mind never to

marry, and had surrounded himself
with a small circle of select friends as
quiet and proper as himself.

The years went by, and the rattle of
the bicycle was heard in the land. The
roller-skating craze was as oaught
Jibson snd his friends smile superecili-
ously. The young, the old, the grave,
the gay, all took to the pneumatie tire
But Jibson and his friends held alool

*It will pass.” they said, “like the
pigs-in-clover puzzle and the riddle of
the white horse and the maid with au-
burn hair.” And when they saw stoop-
shouldered men gathered in groups in
places they resorted to. and heard
them talk of “centuries” au-l “sprock-
ets,” of “high gear” and “ball bear-
ings,” they stepped aside in the calmn
dignity of théir indifference. HBut a
break cowe. Naylor, his nearest
friend, a fine, old, grayhaired gentle-
man who had looked askance at the
coming in of the Remsen Cooler in the
place of the tried and true Tom Collins,
was tempted, and fell

Word reached the ears of Jibson
that Naylor had been seen scooting up
the boulevard in knee pants and
sweater, with his eye fastened on the
cyclometer on the front axle of his
high-grade roadster. Jibson shud-
dered, and from that on Naylor was to
him as one dead. Topper wasthe next
to go. Topper lived out of town, and
there were such fine roads, and he had
a chance to get a beauty of a wheel at
a bargain, ete., ete

But his apologies were unheeded by
Jibson. Jibson regarded him as one
who had done him a wrong that could
perhaps be forgiven; but to forget
ah! that was another thing.

Bilson was the next to fall— Rilson,
who weighed four hundred pounds
and whom any man would have deemed
beyond temptation! But Bilson took
the fever hard. and had a massive,
special bicycle made for himself at a

vast expense, by the Eagle iron works

of Paterson, and in a week was making
runs out to Patchogue.

This was the last straw; and, saob.
bing like a child, Jibson was led away
to where they guarantead to teach vou
to ride in three lessons, and sell h.ig'h
grade wheels on easy terms. Jibson
is of the stuff that martyrs are made
of; but to be the only man onearth
in 1595 who did not ride & wheel was
too much even for his cast-iron forti-
tude.—Puck.

DR. PATTON'S ORTHODOXY.

Genesls I. s 8 Charcoal Sketch of What
Might Mave Heen.

Joseph H. Choate tells & good story
of Dr. Patton, who several years sinee
paid & visit to Dr. Henry M. Field, in
Stockbridge, Mass., where Mr. Chonte
has his summer home. Wishing to
vring the two distinguished men to-
gether, Dr. Field invited his neighbor
to dine with the president of Prince-
ton. They seemed to enjoy each other
greatly, and Mr. Choate afterward ex-
pressed his pleasure in meeting a man
of such keen intellect, and was espe-
cially gratified, though a little sur-
prised, at his very liberal views. The
theory of evolntion, which had
frightened so many orthodox people
he looked at purely from a scientifie
point of view, and thounght it quite
harmless, as having no bearing on re-
ligious faith, “*And how.,” said Mr.
Choate, *“do you interpret the first
chapter of Genesis?” This dil not dis-
turb the composure of the acceon
plished theologian, whoanswered with-
out a moment's hesitation: “We look
upon that as a sort of charcoul sketeh
of what might have been.” The plhras
is a little unguarded, and if uttered b
Prof. Briges might have been consi
ered as speaking lightly of sacr:
things, but Dr. Patton is a great
master of dialectics, and ean doubtless
reconecile it with the most rigid urtho-
. Tribune.

All Gone.

One by one the guests had said fare-
well, and now the house secmed envel
oped in a deep stillness. The newly
wedded pair were very happy. After
nineteen years of deferred hopes the
were at last one. Far away from th.
turmoil of eity life they had preparcd
a hacienda for themselves., Hither tlhiey
had come on this happy night with
minister, nired girl and a host of
friends. Now it was all over and the
last trolley car was hunuuing down
the valley toward the radroad station
“Have they ull gone?" he usked, in lov-
ing tones, throwing his armsabout he:
slender waist and covering her fuace
with kisses. “*Yes, dear. 1 think they
have all gone,” she replied, tenderly
*“Then, love, you had better expinin to

the hired girl at once what her duties

shall be.”

The beautiful woman swept majes-
tically from the room. Then a mughty
scream rent the atmosphere.  *What
is it, love?” he exclaimed, rushing ex-
citedly into the kitchen. *‘Haven't
they all gone?” “‘Yes, yes. sweetness,’
she replied, and between her sobs she
added, **and the hired girl has goue,
toa"—N. Y. Recorder.

A Way to Tell Him.

When the wife of the late Sir Bartle
Frere had to meet him at the railway
station, she took with her & servant
who had never seen his master. ““You
must go and look for Sir Bartle,” she
ordered. *‘But,” answered the non-
plused servant, “how shall I kaow
him?" *“Oh,” said Lady Frere, *“look
for a tall gentleman helping sowe-
body." The description was suificient
for the quick-witted man. He went
and found Sir Bartle Frere helping an
old lady out of a railway carriage, and
knew him at once by the description.—
N. Y. Post

Too Smart.
A Philadelphia lawyver was seated
with a group of friends the other day

discussing the leading topics of the

day. One of the men present, Mr. Can-
by, persisted in monopolizing more
than his share of the egnversation, and
his views did not at all accord with
those of the lawyer. As the men sep-
arated, one of them said to the lawyver:
“That Canby knows a good deal,
doesn’t he?" “Yes " replied the lawyer,
*‘he knows entirely too much for one
man; he ought to be incorporated.”
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| LEGEND OF IN lil\ N HILL.
| —

BY JESSIE M. THESHAM.

There is no more picturesque region
in the state of West Virginia than that
throungh which flows the little stream
known ans Indian river. [ts valley is
green and fertile, broadening as the
stream  approsches  its  ountlet, e
mighty Ohio, and hewmed in by chains
of rugged hills.

The stream derives its name from the
fact that, prior to the time of the first
white settlers. this valley was & favor
ite hunting ground of many Indian
tribes of the Ohio valley. Traces of
their occupancy still remain. Fhe
farmer yet uptarns the ashes of their
campfires and their implements of war
with his plowshare. And, on a hill
overlooking the river not far from its
mouth, are the graves of many of the
race

Most of the traditions have long sinee
been forgotten, but one concerning
this spot is still preserved. Once in the
early dayvs of the white settlement, a
large party of Indians came intothe
valley to hunt, and one night encam pesd
on Indian hill. That night a band of
unprincipled white men fell vpon their
unguarded camp, and massacred the
entire party. Not one escaped to tell
the story of the muarder The chiel, a
warrior, who had alwavs shown Freat
friendship for the whites, was taken
mur!;xil_\‘ wonnided before the lemder of
the attacking party. With the dignity
of his race, he raised his head, and
looked with scorn into the faces of his
captors. Then with his last breath, he
invoked a curse upon each of them—o
death h_\,‘ violence

S0 goes the legend. There remains
to prove its truth the hill, whose stony
soil stubbornly refuses to yield any

o IIII-\[T desalate patches of broomses
and a few stunted coedar shruobs—the
effect of the curse, the country peoplie
say The same anthorities tell us that
there on stormy nights the old chief may
be seen walking among the graves of
his warriors. And he who sces the
ghostly sentinel is sure soon to meset
with some misfortune.

The owner of the soil of this historie
spot was a wealthy farmer named Ford
His title deeds coversd many neres of
fertile valley and valuable for

tut he had one possession which was
dearer to him than fleld and woodland

est land

his danghter Winnie
Winnie was a pretty and rather
spoiled young woman of u-i_’!.'.----;
Since the death of her mot
vears before, she had been i"’"""' o

her own mistress, fiﬂ.’ Ill r f her neves
cerossed her will either concerninge her
own affairs or those of the houseluld
It is not strange, therefore, that Miss
Winnie was somewhat proud and w
ful Many a ¢ountry youth sadly real-
izeed this, and from a distance admired
‘II" ill’irl"‘_‘\ "f ‘il" l' 1’:'!‘ acres

All but one: that one was Bobl Carr
the only son of a neighboring furmer

whose Iland joined Mr. Ford's, and
almost equualed it in extent.  Bob wae
a tall and awhkward vouth of twents
one, with an incipient mustache and

plenty of conceit He was desperately
in love with Winnie The !rr--l:_!-n'.
spubbings he received did not quench
his ardor in the least Besides, ol
was encouraged by the knowledge that
Mr. Ford favored his suit, For the
farmer, having in mind the consolida
tion of the two lary
valley. really considered Bob a goos
match for his danghter.

st farms in the

“See here,” he sald to her e HHY
“1f that young Carr comes here to ses
yvou, I want you to treat him well o
vou hear?” “Yes,”" replicd Winnie

:-\hlnl'li_'{. with a toss of her head indien-
ting that she wonld consult her own in
clinations

So Bob ealled at the farmbouse to be
received by the farmer with the untosost
cordiality and by his danghter wit
most freezing coldness Lat, confident

of his ultimate suceess, he kept up his
unwelcome attentions.

That winter, the little sehool i the

valley was taught by a yonng man
named Ridley MeKendrick., Ridley was
an ambitious Noung felow, striving to
pay his way throngh college, after the
fashion of so many successful men. by
Ya‘ill'llill;_’ As Mr. Ford's hounse was
nearest  the school, Hidley boarded
there,

It was not long before he and Winnie
became guite well acquainted Thy
discovered that their literary taste
were similar, and spent many of the
long winter eveninges reading and dis
cussing some favorite novel or prowein
Mr. Ford would sit by, and waich them
sharply throngh his plasses.  Often it
occurred to him that it was not sife 1
allow this handsome voung man to I
with his dauglhiter so much But, h-»
reassured himsclf, no harm could possi-
bly come of it, so long as he was pres-
ent, and their conversationadid not wein-
der from the subject of books

Ah! Mr. Ford, yon had forpotten
that a look may sometimes convey a
meaning deeper than words, and that
the young man could read the storied
hero’s words with such feeline and in
such a tone that they became his own.
Bob, who often lll"ﬂ[llu‘li m of an cCYen-
ing, realizing something of this as he
sat and listened, wished that he ap-
preciated poetry, and that that con
founded girl would be as agreeable to
him as to the schoolmaster.

Mr. Ford was not entirely blind, and
at last spoke to Winnie, intending o
reprimand her severely:

“Seems to me you and the school
master are getting to be pretty good
friends over your reading?”

“We are.” said Winnie, raising soch
an innocent face to her father's guze
that he felt entirely disarmed

Not long after this the pupils of Rid-
li‘_\"h st'lllull were i‘ha”rhg_"vll ton _-!b.-.:-
ing match by the pupils of an adjoin-
ing district. In a country neighbor-
hood where little happens in the way
of entertainment, an event of this kind
is hailed with interest., especially by
the young people. Bob Carr Ill‘:l‘l"-i of
it, and -went immediately to ask Win
nie to asccompany him to the spelling
mateh,

In order to propitiate her father
Winnie consented. Bob was lifted toa
but—" She breaks off abruptly, and,
with a sudden movement, pulls back
her loose-hanging sléeve, revealing an
u;_rl_\.'. livid bruise on the fair w hitearm;
then, with a bitter smile, she lets the
sleeve fall again, and turns toward the
window. He starts to his feet, his
handsome face dark with passion.

“Ruth.,” he cries. seizing her hands
in his, fiercely, it was all a horrible
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A Clatier on e Stairs
A honse in Colog has tw horses
heads carved in wow | X ih
legend thereunto b Iring & that
n I:' ]'.! ] l. <.- L ¢ H . . I-i
was hastaly ed I SeX T
Liced an costly ringe on her nger, a wed
went to the vanlt at night tor the
dead But the lady was ¥ L n
trance, and the touch of tl 5 -be
thief arcused h mhe arose her
coffin and found hesr way hoane, where
her Hnocks aroused a servai no
rushed o tell his master whe 1t was

“Impossible™ sxid Lthe
Adoes nol sy Lo have

at the idea;
two grre

a clatler and

s and mount the swyirs. ™

hushband. who

i |

been toocha

I would as soon believe
v horses shoald

l.-‘_li't' their
3er ) biea) »l
trampling! .ul~l the

horses were climbing steadily upward

to the garret Lonvineed at
husband descended, found it was

last, the
in-

deed his wife, and brought her in: and
one hopes they were both gratefal to

] the good gray

steeds



